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Avert it. Heaven 1  that thou, my Gibber, e'er
Should'st wag a serpent-tail in Smithfield fair !
Like the vile straw that's blown about the streets,
The needy poet sticks to all he meets.,
Coached, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast.
And carried off in some dog's tail at last.
Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling stone,
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on,
Safe in its heaviness, shall never stray,
But lick up ev'ry blockhead in the way.
Thee shall the patriot, thee the courtier taste,
And ev'ry year be duller than the last.
Till raised from booths, to theatre, to court,
Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport.
Already opera prepares the way,
The sure forerunner of her gentle sway ;
Let her thy heart, next drabs and dice, engage,
The third mad passion of thy doting age.
Teach thou the warbling Polypheme to roar,
And scream thyself as none e'er screamed before !
To aid our cause, if Heav'n thou canst not bend,
Hell thou shalt move ; for Faustus is our friend :
Pluto with Cato, thou for this shalt join.
And link the Mourning Bride to Proserpine.
Grub Street! thy fall should men and gods conspire,
Thy stage shall stand, insure it but from fire.
Another /Eschylus appears ! prepare
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair i
In flames, like Sernele's, be brought to bed,
While opening Hell spouts wild-fire at your head.